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WINNIE'S FORTUNE.

A are not sum-

The handsome dining-room in the
Mayberry munsion was all a-glitter with
floods of gus-light and the genial glow
of the Die—Tur Mr. Josiah Mayberry
was a very * queer man,'" sceording to
his wife's opinion, and this funcy of his
to have nusty, sshy fives all over the
splondid mansion before the weather
became cold enough was one of his
* scovntrig  freaks,” Mrs. Magberry
eallind ity with a curl of her lip, a toss
of the head and & smile, almost of con-
tempt, direcied st the hale, heary,
honest faced old genteman who had
marted ber for her prewty face, ten
Fyoars ago, when he was an immensely
rich wylower with his handsome half-
Emwn aon for s not updesirable epoum-

rance,

Tovy were sitting around  the hand-
sowe table, discussing their 7 o'clock
dinner, with the solemn butler and his
subordinste in siient, ohsequions stien-
tim—ihese thres Mayberrys, father,
san, and the haughty, well dressed lady
whe was wennng decidied frown of
displeasurs on Ler face—a frown she
had barely power (o restrain from de-
generaling into a verbal expression of
anger wllie the servants were in wait-
ing, and which, as the door Goally
clored on thew, leaving the little party
alone over the wite and nuts, burst
forth inpetuousiy :

s ] declare, Mr. Mayberry, it 15 oo
bad! I kave gone over the listof in-
vitations you have mude, and to think
there is ot one—av, ot one—of our
sot among them, and such a horrid lot
of people a5 you have named!™

Mr. Mayoerry sipped his wine cou-
tentedly.

s told you, didn't I, Marguerite,
that it was iy 088 ition to give sn old-
frshioned dinmer?  And by that I
meant, s mesn, 1o whom it will, in-
decs!, be enuse for thankfulngss.  As 1o
making 5 cranid fuss, snd seding avousnd
ont tablo only the people o whom a

luxurious dinger is an every-day occur- |

i shali not do it.  And as tothe
u my bst being *hornd and
0 n,' vou are wistaken, my dear.
None of them havea worse failing than
paverty. Thire is nota feontmon,”
gur person among the ten sames on
that paper.”

Mr. Mayberry's good old face lighted
up warmly #s he spoke, and Ernest
Mayborry's handsome face reflected the
satisfoguion and pridv he felt in his
tather’s Views

Mr=. Mayborry dushed, but said noth-

Tence
fuesl=

inz. | .

she knew from experience that, kind
snd indulgent as ber husband was,
shore wore times when he suffered ne

!nppﬂ.ﬂ from his degision. An o thil
| was one of those Limes.
« We will bave dinser ardered for 12
o elock, asit used 1o be when [ was a
v. We will heve rosst tarkes, with
cranberry-sauce, sod mushed potatoes
| wudd varnips, boiled oniuns and celery,
{sud all on the table at once. For des
| surt, pie, checse nud cider, and pothing
wore,  Marguerite, shall I give the or-
| der 1o Lorwon, or will you attend to§e?™
Mrs. Muybercy twisted her diamond
rings almost roughly.
+-Oh, don’t ask me to give such ao
ineane order to him! 1 have no wish
to appear as & Janghing-stock before
my servanis, Mr. Mayberry. it wiil be
as severe a strain on my endurance as
1 am capable of to be foresd tositats
table with sueh people ns the Hurds
and the Masons, and that Thyraa Green
and her lame brother, snd that little
old Wilmington and his granddsugh-
ter, and "
Alr. Mayberry, interrupted her gent-
s Old Mr. Wilmington was o friend
of mine long before he went to Indin
Since he eame bome with his son's
orphan daughter and lived in such ob-
seenrity—comfortable although plain,
for Winnie earns enongh as daily gov-
eaness o support them both cheaply—
I regard
ever. Ernest, my boy, I shall depend
" ou 1o help entertmn our guests,
a:lclm efp-minlly at table, for I shall have
no servants about to seare them out of
their appetites. ™
And Mr. Mayberry dismissed the sub-
ject by arising from the table,

« Would I like to go? Oh, grandps,
[should! Wiliwe go, do you think?"

The little, wizened old wan looked
lfondly st her over his stecl-rimmed
\nssis,

berry's ‘invitation to dinner, eh, Win-
nie? You wouldn’t be ashamed of your
old-fushioned grandfather, eh, among
the fine folk of the family. Hemark-
ubly fine folk, 1 bear, for all 1 can re-
memember when Joe was a boy to-
gether with myself. Fine folk, Winnie,
and you think we'd better go?™

[ wonld like tn go, grandpn. 1
don’t have many mrﬁaﬁuns—l don't
want many, for 1 think contented hon-
est labor is the wﬂm thing in the
world, and the . disciplive—but,
somehow, 1 can't tell why, butl do
want togo. 1 can wear my black cash-

e, and you'll Le so proud of me.™

s Proud of you, indeed, my child, no
matter what yon wear. Ves, we'll go.™

And thus it happened that among
the ten guests that sat down at Josia
Mayberry's hospitable, overflowing
board that eold, blue-skied day, Win-
nie Wilmington and the littie old man
were two—and two to whom Ernest
Mayberry t:.'ld more devoled attention
Lhanmereu is father had asked and de-
sired.

Of course it was s grand success—all
ex epting the cold hauteur on Mrs. May-
berry’s aristoeratic face, and that was
 failure, because no one took the leust
notice of it, so much more powerfui
were the influence of Mr. Mayberry's
and Ernest's gentlemanly stigntions.

* 1 only hope you wre satisfied,” Mrs.
Josinh said, with what was meant to
be withering sareasm, after the last
guest had gone, and +ic stood & mo-
ment before the fire ** | only hope yon
are satistied —particularly with the at-
tention Ernest psid to that young
WOINNG—VETY unnecessary attention,in-
deed.”

Mr. Mayberry rubbed his hands to-
gether, briskly.

s Sutisfied ¥ Yes, thankful 0 God 1
had it in my power to make them for-
igu: their poverty, if for only one little
| bour,  Dud vou see little Jimmy Hurd's
| eyes ghisten when Ernest gave bim the
second trisngleof pie? Bless the young-
sters’ hearts, they won't want any thing
w eat for & woek.™"

¢ 1 was speaking of the young wom-
an who—""
| Mrs. Mayberry was icily severe, but

hier hnsbard ent it short,

“ S0 you were—pretty little thing as
ever [ saw. A ladylike, graceiul little
girl, with beautiful eyes enough to ex-|
cuso the boy for admiring her.”

“Theboy. You seem to have for-
gotten your son is 2i—old enough to
(fallin love with, and mury--even s

poor, unknown girl yon were quixotic
| enough to invite to your tabls.™
| *Twonty-three? So he is. And if
| be wants to marry s beggar, and sheis

m as more worthy than|¥

#So you'd like to accept Mr. May- | £

| a good, virtuous girl—woy not?"”

A little gasp of horror and disma}'{

was the only answer of which Mrs.
Mayberry was capable.

s Grandpa!™

Winnie's voies was so low that Mr.
Wilmington ooly just heard it, and
when he looked up he saw the girl's
crimson chevits and ber lovely, droop-
ing fuce.

* Yes, Winnie.
something #

She went up bebind bim, and leared
her hot cheek caressingly sguinst his,
her sweet, low voice whispering her
answor—

“ Grandpa, I want to tell you some-
thing. I—Mr. May—we—Ernest has
asked—he wants me tc—oh, grandpa,
can't you tell what it is?"

_He fult her cheek grow hotter against

is.

He reached up his hand and caressed
the other one.

# Yes, 1 can tell, dear. FErnest bas
shown his uncommon good sense by
wanting you for his wife. So this is
what comes of that dinner, eh, Win-
nia?"*

#And may [ tell him you are willing,

tly willing, grandpsa? Because
do love him, you know.™

ssAnd you are sure it isn’t his money
ou are after, eh "

She did not take nmbrage at the sharp
question.

] am st least sare it is not my
money he is after, grandpa,” she re-
turned, Isughing and patting his cheek.

* Yes, you are at least sure of that;
there, 1 hear the young man coming
himself. Shall I go, Winnie?”

It was the *‘young man himself,”
Emest Ma , with 8 shadow of
deep trouble distress on Lis face as
he came straight up to Winnie and
took her hand, then turned to the old
entleman.

“Uptul an hour ago I thought this
would be the proudest, buppiest hour
of my life, sir, for 1 should have nsked

you o give me Winnie for my wife.

nstead, 1 must be content to only tell
yom how deurly I love her, and how pa-
tigntly and hard [ will work for ber to
give her the home which she deserves

—because, Mr. Wilmington, this morn-
ing the house of Mayberry & Thurstou
failed, snd both families are beggurs. ™

His handsome fsce was pale, but his
eyes were bright with s determination
and braveness nothing could daunt.

Winnie smiled back upoa him, her
own cheeks paling,

+ Never mind, I-E'nan, on my sceount.,
I enn wsit, too.”

Old Mr. Wilmington's cyes were al-
most shut benesth the heavy, frowning
forchesd, and a quizzical look was on
his shrewd old face as he listened.

“(zone up, eh? Well, that's too
bad. You stay here snd tell Wianie I
am just as willing she shall be your
wife when yon want her, as if nothing
had happened, because I believe you
can earn bread and butter for both of
you, and my Winnie is a contexted lit-
tle girl. 1'll hobble up to the office
and see your father; he and I were
boys together; s word of sympathy
won't come amiss from me.”

And off’ he strode, leaving the lovers
alone, gllming over the distance in a re-
markable time, and presenting his
wrinkled, wenther-beaten old face in
Mayberry & Thurston's private office,
where Mr. Msyberry sat alome, with
rigid face and keen, troubled eyes, tnat,
nevertheless, lighted at the sight of his
old friend.

“'m giad to see you, Wilmington.
Sit down. The sight of a man who has
not come to reproach me is s comfort.”

But Mr. Wilmiogton did not sit down

He crossed the room to the table at
which Mr. Mayberry sat among a hope-
less array of papers,

“There is no use wasting words,
Mayberry, at a time like this. Did you
know your son has ssked my Winnie to
marry him?”

Mr. Mayberry's face lighted 1 second,
then the gloom mm'nm.ﬁ

* If my son had a fortune st his com-
mand, as [ thonght he had yesterday
at this time, 1 would say—* God speed
yout in your wooing of Winnie Wilming-
wn.' As it is—for the girl's suke, 1
disapprove.**

¢ S0 you haven't & pound over aud
above, ab, Mayberry?™

“There will be nothing—less than
nothing. 1 doa’t know that 1 really
enre s0 much for myseld, but Ernest—
it is a terrible thing to happen to him
at the very beginning of his career.™
Air. Wilmingion smiled gleetully.

You want to tell me

“Good. Neither do [ eare for my-
self, but for Winnie, my little Winnie.
I tell you what, Mayberry, perhalp,u you
will wonder if [ amerazy, but 1'll agree
to settle & quarter of & million on Win-
nie the dsy she marries your boy. And
'l lend you as much more if il be
any use, and 171l start the boy for him-
self, if you say so. Eh?"

Mr. Mayberry looked at him  in
speechless bewilderment.

Wilmingzton went on—

[ made & fortune ont in India, and
it"s sufe and sonnd in hard eash in good
hands—a couple of millions. I deter-
mined to bring my girl up to depend
on herself, aud to learn the value of
money beiore she had the handling of
her fortane. She bas moidea she's an
heiress—my heiress. Sounds like a
story out of a book, ¢h, Mayberry?
Well, will you shuke hunds onit, =nd
eall it & bargain?*

Mr. Mayberry took the little dried-up
hand almost reverentinlly, his vuice
hotrse and thick with emotion,

“ Wilmington, God will reward you
for this. May he, a thousandfold!

Wilmington wined away a suspicious
muistare on his eyelashes.

* You see it all comes of that dinner,
ald fellow. You neted like acharitable
Christian gentleman, and botween us
we'll make the voy nnd Winnie as hap-
py #s they deserve, eh?"”

And even Mrs. Mayberry admits that
it was a pood thing that her husband
guve that dinner, and when she expects
to see Mrs. Ernest Mayberry an honored
guest at her board, she candidiy feels
that she owes every atom of her splen-
dor and loxury to the violet-eyed,
charming girl who wears her own hon-
ors with such sweet gruce.—English
Mugazine.

N
a Plunge Into Nisgara.

About noon on Mondsy a stranger,
apparently about 25 years of age,
dressed in dark clothes, with a black
slouch hat,and a snulf-colored overcoat,
his face smooth, with the exeeption of
an suburn mustache, I?pﬁtd at the up-
per gate to Prospect Park for admit-
tance, and after paying his foe entored,

, and walked along the bank to a peint

just below the tail-race that emptiea
in theriver. An stische of the Park
approached the stranger for the pur-
pose of direeting him where to obiain
the most attractive views of the scen-
ery. [His attention was attracted from
the vizitor fur » moment, and when he
turned he was thunderstruck to see the
stranger wading out into the rapids.
He instantly shouted, * Come back,
you fool! you will go over the
falls!™ The only attention the man
peid to this advice was to throw him-
self forward on his face and strike ont
lustily for the brink of the cataract.
Just below where he entered was a
smull caseade, over which he was car-
risd. When he emerged his bat was
off, and a moment Ister he obtuined &
foot hold in the rapids, and stood up
waist deep in the foaming water.

.\Iitchefi. the Park attache, had by
this time reached Prospect Point,
whither he had hastened in bopes of be-
ing able 10 reach the man when he
cume down the stream. The stranger,
standing in the rapids, saw Mitchell,
und, divining his object, instantly struck
out ngnin, swimming lustily out fur-
ther from the shore, and suceessfully
placing himself far beyond the aid of
the sstounded man on the bank.  Just
u= the stranger resched the brink, and
45 be went over, e donbled himeeltup,
clasped his hands over bis head, and
went down to his death.—Niagara Falls
fazetle,

-
Tris sory comes from Westfield,
Mass, : A man of considerable mesns
entered 4 jeweler's store the other day
and ssked the proprietor if he would
buy some gold. He was answered in
the aflirmative, and prodoced a small
package carefully done up in a paper,
which had the appesrance of gold fill-
ings, and which was found to be worth
22 cents.  After receiving it the man
said: * Perhaps you'd like to know
where 1 got the gold. Well, 1'll rell
you. Twenty yeacs ago [ had 5 tooth
filed, and yesterday had the same
tooth pulled, but I saved it, pounded it
up and washed ont the gold. Made 22
cents by the operation, didn’t 17

— it = sunoanced that Qut_eu Vietoris
will a visit to Germany, probably
about Easter. Her Majesty particular-

ly wishes to visit Baden and Gotha.
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